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herselfy and there is a moment's pause.} It never occurred
to me that you didn't care for rne any more, and when
you told me, for a moment I lost my head. Forgive me
for that, dear., and forget it. I'm not going to marry
you.

JOHN: Now, Sylvia, don't be idiotic. It would be so
unseemly if I had to drag you to the altar by the hair
of your head.

SYLVIA: You're very kind, John. I suppose it wouldn't be
very good form to back out of it now. I'm poor, and
Pve wasted my best years waiting for you. You needn't
worry about what is going to happen to me. I can earn
my living as well as other women.

JOHN: Oh, Sylvia, you're torturing yourself and me. Can't
you forget what I said in a moment of exasperation? You
must know how deep my affection is for you.

SYLVIA: I don't want to forget. It is the will of God. I lied.
I did an abominable and evil thing. I don't think you
can imagine how terrible my sin has been. I risked my
soul to save you, John, and God has inflicted on me a
punishment infinitely less than I deserved. He has taken
out of your heart the love you bore me.

JOHN: But you love me, Sylvia.

SYLVIA: Better than anyone in the world. I've loved you
ever since I was a child of ten. That's only the weakness
of my flesh. My soul exults in the great mercy that God
has shown me.

JOHN: Oh, my dear, you're going to be so unhappy.

SYLVIA: No, don't be sorry for me. You've given me a great
opportunity.

JOHN: I?

SYLVIA: I've been mortified because I was able to do so little
in the war. I knew it was my duty to stay here and look
after mother. But I wanted to go out to France and do
rny bit like all my friends.